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“I have one more test, Sabine. This one you’re going to like, if you’re ready for it.”






I snorted. “Why wouldn’t I be ready?”






The vampire lifted my chin and kissed me hard, inhaling the lingering scents from the bath. I slipped my tongue into his mouth and explored around, wondering what would happen if he chose that moment to bare his fangs. Would they pop out if he was suitably aroused? Or does he have total control over them? I wondered if I could make him lose control, though that may have been the crazy person inside me talking.






“You might not be ready because you’re going to feel bliss so potent you might not be able to take it,” he said, baring his fangs and sinking them into my shoulder. I shouldn’t have been able to feel it, but I did. Aristide was right: the sensation was impossibly powerful. There was pain, sure, but it’s not as though I felt it in my skin: the bite felt as though it were part of my soul. As if my spirit had been punctured, but instead of blood leaking out, pure ecstasy was finding its way in.






“Oh my god,” I said as Aristide pulled away. Blood dripped from his fangs down his chin. He licked his lips and sighed.






“Delicious.”






“That was… incredible. Did you feel it too?”






He smiled. “Much more than you did, Sabine. For a vampire, feeding is so profoundly intoxicating that you feel as though it must be the reason for our very existence. Combine that with our extraordinary sexual fantasies, and you can experience a bliss impossible for any human to attain.”






I couldn’t help but think that this was something I wanted to try for myself.






“Open your mouth,” said Aristide. “It’s time for your final test…”
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Eternal Submission





There’s a deeply troubled part of me that can’t help thinking, in the most sarcastic way possible,
 Why aren’t you enjoying this? Is something wrong?






Normally I liked not being able to move — being so thoroughly incapacitated that all I could do was wait and watch as unspeakable acts were performed. I begged Corbin to do whatever he had to, I begged him to help me achieve such a profound state of bliss. He didn’t have to understand it; I did. He accepted that I had needs and they weren’t always so pure.






But this — what I felt now — was different. I couldn’t move, but I also couldn’t feel. Everything below the neck might as well have not existed. Without feeling, there was no pleasure. All I could do was think and perceive: the steady beeping of a heart monitor, the pervasive disinfectant aroma you never get used to, the taste of bland jello… after six weeks, I’ve had enough jello for a lifetime.






Which will hopefully be short. I can’t live like this. I’m sorry, I know it’s a horrible thought, but how can I exist this way? As much as I crave restraint, a part of me needs to be free: to feel the lurch of motion as I ski off a cliff and sail to the slope below, to jump out of a plane and let the air whip around me until I pull my chute, to ride a cresting wave until I’m awash in the surf. This is what I live for, but I’ll never do any of it again.






It’s all my fault, too. I never should have pushed Corbin so far. He’d always been afraid of play involving my neck. I guess now I know why.






Our play started off hot but, as usual, it wasn’t enough. I needed more. Corbin impressed me with how much he’d learned about rope and rigging, so naturally I wanted more. He’d bound my arms behind my back, forming a harness around my chest. Beneath my lacy black bra my pierced nipples hardened; I bit my lip, excited by the pair of heavy wooden blocks on the floor.






“I don’t like this,” he said.






“I have excellent balance,” I assured him. “It’ll be fine.”






Convinced, he pulled down my yoga pants, revealing my dark, black thong, then helped me stand up on the blocks.






“This thing might not be the best idea, Sabine,” he warned, holding up the massive, black ball gag. “It’s huge.”






The biggest one I owned, yes — that’s why I chose it. I opened wide, lips curled in a smile. Corbin sighed, admitting there was no convincing me to stop. He held the gag up against my lips, prompting me to open even wider to admit it. Corbin pressed gently, forcing it between my teeth, eliciting from me a strained whine.






“Is it too big?”






I moaned and choked out a rueful laugh.
 Dear, sweet Corbin, there has never been anything that was too big for me. Not a wave, not a mountain or a cliff — and certainly not a gag or a cock.
 I liked my thrills like I liked my men: extreme and dangerous.






Looking down at the blocks, a line of drool escaped my lips; I lifted my head back up, but stamped on the ground, directing Corbin’s eyes.






“You want to go up now?”






“Mmm!” I grunted, panting through my gag. The fabric of my thong had soaked through, and my wetness was dripping down my thighs. I was ready for the sweet release I craved, but we hadn’t even gotten started yet.






Corbin shook his head, but then grabbed my hips and gave me a boost, using the thick muscles that had drawn me to him the night we first met. His ripped chest and bulging biceps greeted me every morning, carrying me around the house like a pillow, as if I weighed nothing at all.






Once my feet found purchase I mumbled that I was ready, and Corbin let go.






“Please, Sabine,” he said. “Let me rig you up by the arms and chest. It’ll be fun.”






“Eck,” I replied, swiveling my head around. The rubbery, washed taste of the gag filled my mouth with lust, and the ropes around me soothed my passion for binding, but my predicament wasn’t yet severe enough. I needed more; something to keep me on my best behavior during the punishment to come. I needed the motivation to stay perfectly still while enduring the agony for which my body somehow yearned.






“Fine.”






I moaned as he looped the cord around my neck, careful to tie the knots so they couldn’t accidentally tighten. Fear responses should have kicked in, warning me this was a bad idea, but my adrenaline surged, desperate to overcome my newest challenge. That’s what happens when you get addicted to thrills: they have to get more intense, more dangerous, or you just don’t feel the same excitement.






My friends had warned me this would happen, only they didn’t know about my secret fantasies. If anything, they assumed I’d surf the wrong wave at the wrong time, or get caught up in an avalanche, but mostly they assumed the same thing I did: that I was indestructible. They wouldn’t admit it, but that’s how we all felt. Landing on solid ground after falling through the sky; summiting a mountain after days of struggle — nothing else made you feel so invincible.






The problem for me, of course, was that I didn’t always want to feel that way. I wanted to be vulnerable, exposed, contained: I wanted pain that wouldn’t wait until the endorphins wore off, but would sear my nervous system immediately. The kind that came when Corbin snipped my bra apart and pinched my nipples. I groaned as they throbbed in his grip.






I saw his malevolent grin and the tent in his black boxers. He enjoyed doling out pain and watching me squirm. Though I had to cajole him into my more extreme ideas, he clearly felt the rush of seeing my tight body react to the torment. After a session, he’d run his fingers over the depressions in my skin left by the tight ropes, and I could feel him twitch as fresh arousal kicked into his thick rod.






“I know what you’re thinking,” he said.






“Mmm?”






He grinned, then let go my nipples. “You’re thinking that I’m coming around to enjoying this little game of yours. And you’re right.” He picked out a set of nipple clamps from the shelf in our play area and didn’t waste any time attaching them to my sensitive flesh. My nipples had become hardened from his touch and my bondage, and were all the more hurt when the tweezer clamps bit down on them.






I didn’t argue, but he was wrong: I hadn’t been worrying about his enjoyment of our game — not one single bit. I’d been entirely focused on myself, and balancing my enjoyment of the moment with my need to stay perched on the blocks; with my arms bound, it was proving trickier than I expected. Of course, that only made it hotter, so I didn’t give the danger signal. I didn’t think I was near that point yet.






With my breasts nicely punished, he picked out his favorite flogger, a black and purple suede number that never failed to sting me into complete submission. As my ass cheeks were exposed by my thong, Corbin didn’t even have to touch them to deliver a brutal salvo of strikes with the flogger. I wailed and cried, shaking as the blows landed; Corbin could recognize that I was on the verge of coming from the pain alone, an ability I’d asked him to test time and time again.






Suddenly he stopped. “Babe, I don’t like this. You’re wobbling like crazy.”






Furious, I shook my head, narrowed my eyebrows and growled. My bruised cheeks throbbed, and that explosion of ecstasy has been moments away; now it was fading, receding, escaping — this was unacceptable.






“You sure you want to keep going?”






I grunted, then whined, pivoting on my toes to grind my legs together. I needed it bad, I couldn’t stop.






“All right then.” Corbin resumed my flogging, swatting my backside from every angle, making sure no part of my cheeks went untouched. I felt them radiating heat from the welts. “Harder?”






“Mmm!” I squealed, feeling that orgasm returning. I was so close.






Corbin renewed his effort, swinging with abandon as each slap sent fresh waves of bliss through my entire body.






“You ready to come for your master?” he asked, his voice confident but rehearsed; I’d heard him practice the line in front of the bathroom mirror. At the time I’d thought he was adorable, but now it sounded exactly the way it should.






“Mmm…”






He directed three powerful slaps that scorched both of my cheeks. I screamed, knees bending, ankles turning, instinctively trying to protect myself.






“Then you can come,” he said.






I let go of the pressure building within me and let the euphoria envelop me; I wailed and shook as Corbin continued the flogging, amplifying my pleasure with each strike. The excruciating sensation gripped me, filling me with relief.






And then it happened. My foot slipped, and I fell. Something cracked.






All went dark.






—






The following weeks were pure torture, and not the good kind. Visits from doctors and well-wishers, and tearful apologies from everyone, made clear that my fate was sealed.






“I’m sorry, Sabine, but you’re never going to regain sensation below the neck. You’re lucky to even be alive,” said the sympathetic doctor.






“I’m sorry, Sabine, but I can’t handle seeing you this way,” said the struggling best friend, who saw my accident as a wake-up call to the very real threat of mortality.






“I’m sorry, Sabine, but I don’t think I can be with you. Not after what happened. I can never forgive myself for letting this happen,” said the sobbing boyfriend, devastated by the accident beyond words and good sense.






So there I was, alone after visiting hours, ignoring the late night talk show on the TV. The only company was the occasional visit of the nurses making rounds; kind and overworked, they looked at me like a bird with broken wings.






“Is there anything else I can do for you, miss?” said one as she fixed my blanket.






“Yes,” I said. “I’d like to go outside, if you don’t mind.”






She shook her head sorrowfully. “I’m afraid not. Would you like me to open the window?”






“Fine.”
 And then toss me out of it.






How long would I have to endure this way? What did I do to land me in this purgatory between life and death? How could someone go on like this for the rest of their life, regardless of how long or short it is? I was only 24; how long did they expect me to survive this way?






My answer came in the form of a visitor who made Corbin look minuscule in comparison. Despite being hidden under a long, white lab coat and a three-piece suit, the man’s broad chest loomed over me as he pulled the clipboard with my charts.






“Good evening, Ms. Legaspi,” he said. “I’m Dr. Aristide.”






Aristide.
 Even his name would have set my warmth ablaze. In my head I could feel my pulse quickening. Something about him seemed strange, but intoxicating nonetheless. His dark eyes drilled into mine when I met his gaze, as if they contained eons of despair, but also extraordinary joy.
 Hospitals
, I imagined. So much death and sickness, but also recovery and return to life. No wonder he seemed at once tortured and contented.






“Who are you?” I asked as he set my chart back down. “I’ve never seen you before.”






He smiled, a hint of mischief in his upturned lips. “No, you wouldn’t have. I’m here because I was informed of your condition, and wished to see if you would consent to an experimental procedure. One that could reverse the damage done to your body.”






Impossible.
 “Who let you in here?” I asked. “Experimental procedure, my ass.”






“Your ass will be involved, I guarantee it,” he purred. “I didn’t say there wouldn’t be side effects, Ms. Legaspi, but I can promise you will regain your feeling and freedom, and that you will even come out stronger, and more resilient, than you were in your past life.”






Did this guy escape from the mental ward?
 “Why should I believe you?”






“Well, for one thing, you can back out of this treatment at any time — no questions asked. I will return you to this bed, and you can live out your life in this sorry state. But if you come with me, the possibilities are endless.”






“Possibilities?”






He leaned in close to me, allowing me to smell his cologne, a spray of earthy musk. “Ecstasy unlike any you have experienced. Euphoria impossible for an ordinary person to achieve. I know what you crave, Sabine. I can help you get it, but it will come at a cost.”






My breath caught in my throat as Aristide kissed my exposed neck. “What cost?”






“Your old life will end. A new one will begin. But there will be no going back.”






It sounded too good to be true. Of course it was. All the tests had been run; all the specialists had been consulted. This man was either a quack, a fraud or… something else entirely. “How does it work?”






Aristide leaned back and smiled, baring his teeth for the first time. And then I heard a click as a pair of fangs extended. They disappeared just as quickly. “Does that answer your question? I will return this time tomorrow,” he said. “Take the day to think about it. If you’re not interested, you will never see me again.”






Faster than I could follow his motion, the doctor slipped out the door and was gone. How a man that tall and well built moved so quickly astounded me… and then there was the fangs.






Could it really be?






Was I hallucinating? Was this a dream? It all felt real, or at least as real as anything else I experienced since the accident. Not a day had gone by where I didn’t hold out hope that maybe this entire ordeal was one long, twisted dream, and eventually I would wake up and find that none of it had been real.






By that logic, why not take up Aristide on his offer? Either my life was a waking dream or a living nightmare. I could only make my situation better, not worse.






But to become… a vampire? I laughed at the absurdity of the whole thing. I’d heard stories about local kooks who swore vampires were real, but nobody believed them. Why would they?






I spent the following day weighing the options, I’d never shied from taking risks in life — to my detriment, sometimes — but usually to great enjoyment. The irony of entering into a pact with death to feel alive was not lost on me. In what way was this that much different from any other chance I’d taken?






“Sabine, that crevasse is too far, you’ll never make it.”






“Sabine, you won’t be able to pull your chute at that altitude.”






“Sabine, nobody has ever swum that deep on a single oxygen tank.”






None of that ever stopped me. Though this was different, of course. It was even crazier.






I tried to think of reasons why I should call security and ask them to bar anyone from entering my room that night. I came up with argument after argument why I should absolutely not take Aristide up on his offer, but none of them really mattered. None of them turned me aside from wanting Aristide’s so-called “experimental treatment.”






What’s more, I wanted the man himself. It had been too long since I’d been properly dominated, and Corbin had all but turned and fled when he saw what happened to me.






I’m so going to hell
, I thought, realizing that if I became a vampire, I could drink Corbin dry.
 Or maybe just haunt his nightmares a little.






Maybe I was losing my mind, but for the first time in weeks, I felt excited and hopeful.






I’ll see you soon, Aristide.






—






As the hours and minutes counted down to the vampire’s arrival, the entirety of the hospital seemed to fade out of existence. The sounds of heart monitors beeping, the PA system calling for staff, the echoed conversations of visitors and TV shows — all of it ceased to exist. All I perceived was my own breathing, which grew heavier as my heart pounded. Then I heard him: a series of slow steps traversing the dark corridor to my room.






“Hello, Sabine,” he said, entering my room without knocking. He wore the same lab coat, though the suit and tie underneath were different — equally impeccable and bespoke, of course. “You’ve decided to accept my offer.”






Was he asking, or declaring? Did it matter?






“Yes,” I whispered, hardly believing myself. “Though I have questions.”






“Of course.” Aristide found a wheelchair resting against the wall and set it next to my bed.






“Will I have to drink blood?” The idea repulsed me, though I imagined that would change.






“Yes.”






“Will I have to kill?”






Aristide flashed a predatory grin. “No, I don’t recommend it. Makes for a lot of unneeded trouble. Don’t worry about feeding. We have sources.”






Sources? We? Was he including me, or were there more like him?






“Where will I live?”






“With me, at first. Until you get settled. Then you can either stay or make your own way, as you please.” He threw off my blanket, then picked me up and set me down in the wheelchair. He lifted me as if I weighed no more than a feather; I suppose I shouldn’t have been surprised.






I only had one more question. “And what do you get in return?”






“Me? I get to play out my most twisted fantasies with the most daring submissive I have ever encountered.”






I blushed despite myself; I’d never been a shy person, but the thought of getting tied up and dominated by an immortal being was almost too much to handle.






Aristide placed my arms in my lap for me, then began wheeling the chair out.
 This is it
, I thought.
 This is really happening.






As we left my room, a nurse looked out from her station and saw us. “Where are you going?”






Aristide shot the attractive woman a commanding glance. “You’re an excellent nurse doing a great job. You didn’t see anything.”






Entranced, the nurse smiled and sat back down.






I cackled at the trick. “Will I be able to do that?”






Aristide kissed the top of my head. “With practice, yes.”






A million new questions occurred to me, but I opted to wait and enjoy the moment. Aristide was getting me out of the hospital. With any luck, I would never see this place ever again.






—






Aristide wheeled me out of the building and into the local neighborhood, making out way until we reached a small, deserted park. I felt the cool wind against my face and drank in the soothing sensation. Waiting for us at the end of the park was a hearse with its back doors open and the end of an open coffin sticking out.






“Before we can determine your eligibility for this treatment, we must administer a few tests. This will be the first.”






The way he spoke, I wondered if Aristide was really a doctor in a past life. Maybe I’d ask him another time.






As we approached, a tall man in a suit emerged from the hearse. He nodded to Aristide and took control of my wheelchair.






“Sabine, this is my man Wentworth. He has worked for me for a very long time, and I have come to consider him family. You will be respectful of him.”






“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Mr. Wentworth.”






“The pleasure is mine, Ms. Legaspi,” he replied in a silky, baritone voice.






Together, he and Aristide lifted me out of the wheelchair. While Wentworth held me up, Aristide lifted my chin and leaned in for a kiss. I tasted the salt of his cool lips, relishing the contact. Then, just as I was getting lost in his touch, I heard a loud tearing sound. I looked down to discover my body had been stripped of the hospital gown.






I gasped, stunned by the sudden exposure. Aristide held a half of the gown in each hand, just long enough for me to see, then tossed them away. “That’s much better,” he said.






He and Wentworth carried me toward the open coffin and lifted me into it. I sighed as I felt the soft, velour siding against the back of my neck. Wentworth lifted my head and inserted a pillow below, allowing it to rest comfortably and to give me an angle at looking down at my naked body. Using a series of leather straps — something I didn’t expect to see inside a coffin — Wentworth secured my body, tightening the bands around my ankles, knees, waist and chest.






I wished I could have felt them digging into my flesh and holding me fast, but I could imagine it in my mind. I breathed heavily as my arousal grew.






“Are you ready for the drive?” asked Aristide.






“How long is it?”






“A couple hours.”






“You’re seriously going to keep me in here the whole time?”






“Is that a problem?”






I grinned. “It sounds wonderful.”






Aristide leaned in and kissed me again. “Just yell if you need anything. I’ll hear you.” And with that, he closed the lid of the coffin and flipped a set of clips to seal it. I listened as they snapped shut, moaning with each one.






Some people say that the brain is the body’s most powerful erogenous zone; the way I felt being bound in the coffin made me a believer. The ride of the hearse was impossibly smooth, and I felt as though I had been truly buried. How many people ever saw the inside of a coffin before they died? How many had ever been bound in one?






More than I would have expected?
 I wondered. How many women had received the same test from Aristide or another vampire? If this was the first test, how many prospective submissives failed it, and how many moved onto the next?






I pondered the life and loves of Aristide and how I would compare as we drove. My suitor occasionally tapped his fingers against the outer shell of my coffin. “Enjoying yourself?” he’d ask.






“Mmm,” I moaned happily, enjoying the idea of how I was bound.
 We’re going to have to do this again.






I felt the coffin lifting out of the hearse after stopping. The ride had gone too fast. I didn’t care that I was locked in a coffin: I was out of the hospital, and in bondage. What more could I ask for?






“Close your eyes, Sabine,” I heard through the coffin. I did as told and listened to the locks being disengaged. After a moment, a wash of light flooded against my shut eyelids; I slowly opened them, adjusting from the utter darkness.






“Thank you, sir,” I said, falling into my submissive ways. I didn’t even mind the fact that I was naked, bared to a man I hardly knew. I was never a shy person; why start now?






“Have a fun trip?” he asked, grinning and caressing my chin. I wanted to open my mouth and suck his finger.






“Yes, it was wonderful.”






“Good. Being confined to a dark chamber would be a regular occurrence for you, if this is what you choose.”






“Because of the sun?” I asked.






“Yes.”






“So the myths are true?”






“Some. You will learn fact from fiction in time. I will teach you.”






“Thank you, sir,” I said. “I’m ready for the next test.”






He nodded. “This one won’t be as much fun, unfortunately. It’s an oral exam, of sorts.”






I snickered. “Actually that sounds like lots of fun.”






Aristide smiled, but it dissipated quickly. “Not that kind. Later, though. Now, we’re going.”






He lifted me out of the coffin and carried me in his arms. With my head resting against his shoulder, I felt hardly any motion, as if he were gliding across the floor instead of walking. For all I knew, he could have been.






Our walk was only a few doors down a dark hallway, lit by candles resting on sconces poking out from the walls.






“What is this place?” I asked.






“It’s a very old home. But you’ll see: some of it is old and charming, while some of it is modern and elegant.”






“Interesting.”






Aristide brought me into a washroom with an antique tub situated in the center of the floor. “It’s time to clean you up,” he said.






He lowered me into the tub, sitting me down and resting my head against the edge, then turned on the water. “Now tell me, Sabine. How would you feel if I told you that taking this leap meant never seeing your old friends and family again?”






This question had bothered me the most throughout the day as I contemplated Aristide’s offer. I watched as he poured liquid soap, which smelled of coconut and honey, into a thick sponge. He plunged it into the water and began swabbing my breasts.






“Why couldn’t I see them?”






“We do not let the secret of our existence become real,” he said, stern but sympathetic. “They cannot know.”






I thought about the hospital and our departure.






“Won’t there be some kind of investigation as to where I went? Somebody in my condition doesn’t just disappear.”






Aristide trailed further into the tub with the sponge; through the water I could see it running along my legs. I wished I could feel it.
 Soon, Sabine
, I reminded myself.






“Leave that to me. If you go through with this, we’re going to bring you back to the hospital. That’s nothing you have to worry about though. You won’t be…”






“Awake?”






“Alive.”






“Oh.” It was weird to realize the truth: he was going to have to kill me. I was going to die.






It’ll be worth it
, I thought as the sponge pressed between my legs. Aristide looked on lustfully as he brushed the spot again and again.






“Sabine, you haven’t answered the question.”






I sighed. “Yes, I can live with it. If I’m dead, it will give my relatives closure. They can move on. They know I don’t want to go on like this. I do wish though that they could know how much better off I will be.”






“Maybe someday they will,” said Aristide, who seemed satisfied with my answer. He reached underneath me and lifted my body, working the sponge underneath me. “If I make you my pet I aim to introduce you to other members of my society. They will want to dominate you. Do you have any objection to this?”






His society? More vampires? And who knows what else?






“Do you trust them?”






Aristide set aside the sponge and found a bottle of cherry-scented shampoo. “For the most part. I trust that they fear what I would do to them were they to anger me.” He squeezed a few drops into my hair and used his hands to make a lather. “But since we are a very private group, they are always excited to have somebody new to share in our lives.”






He felt the drops of water run through my hair as he used a metal cup to pour water over my head, rinsing out the shampoo. “If I trust you, and you trust them, that is fine. I like to have an audience,” I answered.






“Pleased to hear it,” he said while pulling the stopper from the drain. “I have one more test, Sabine. This one you’re going to like, if you’re ready for it.”






I snorted. “Why wouldn’t I be ready?”






The vampire lifted my chin and kissed me hard, inhaling the lingering scents from the bath. I slipped my tongue into his mouth and explored around, wondering what would happen if he chose that moment to bare his fangs. Would they pop out if he was suitably aroused? Or does he have total control over them? I wondered if I could make him lose control, though that may have been the crazy person inside me talking.






“You might not be ready because you’re going to feel bliss so potent you might not be able to take it,” he said, baring his fangs and sinking them into my shoulder. I shouldn’t have been able to feel it, but I did. Aristide was right: the sensation was impossibly powerful. There was pain, sure, but it’s not as though I felt it in my skin: the bite felt as though it were part of my soul. As if my spirit had been punctured, but instead of blood leaking out, pure ecstasy was finding its way in.






“Oh my god,” I said as Aristide pulled away. Blood dripped from his fangs down his chin. He licked his lips and sighed.






“Delicious.”






“That was… incredible. Did you feel it too?”






He smiled. “Much more than you did, Sabine. For a vampire, feeding is so profoundly intoxicating that you feel as though it must be the reason for our very existence. Combine that with our extraordinary sexual fantasies, and you can experience a bliss impossible for any human to attain.”






I couldn’t help but think that this was something I wanted to try for myself.






“Open your mouth,” said Aristide. “It’s time for your final test.” He bit into his wrist, causing a slow drip of blood to spill.






Oh god
, I thought, but I kept my lips parted.






Aristide held his wrist to my mouth. “Suck.”






The taste of salt flooded my senses, and for a second I thought I might gag, but then the flavor began to feel natural.
 I could get used to this.






However, then something happened that I never would have believed: sensation began returning to my body. “Oh my god what’s happening?” I shouted, looking down at myself.






Aristide sighed. “My blood is giving your body… a boost. For a time, you’re going to feel like your old self.”






In shock, I shuddered, trying to process the torrent of new information overwhelming me. It was like wearing earplugs for weeks and getting used to them, and then ripping them out: everything I used to take for granted came back.






“A… boost?” I finally asked. “This isn’t permanent?”






“No. And before you start to think of the implications of drinking vampire blood, know that its effects are a closely guarded secret, and my society protects it without mercy.”






Lifting my hand up to my face and flexing my fingers, I nodded. “Understood, sir.”






“I hope so.” He held out his hand for me to take. His skin felt cool and smooth in mine; tears sprang into my eyes at the return of such feelings, most of all that of holding hands. Aristide pulled, lifting me out of the tub. I moaned as he toweled me off; the cloth felt impossibly soft and warm, and every part of my body it touched screamed out in joy.






When I was fully dried, Aristide beckoned for me to follow him. I took a single tentative step, finding my balance, then another. I laughed and cried together, amazed by the simple thrill of walking again.






“Wait,” I said.






I reached down and felt my hardened nipples. Moaning I caressed them and massaged my breasts; the wetness between my legs returned and I could have wept.






Aristide put his hand on my shoulder, then swung his arm to give my ass a solid swat. I yelped, shocked by the sudden pain, but then sighed and laughed, remembering the wonderful sting of a proper spanking.






“Naughty, Sabine. There will be time for that soon enough,” said Aristide.






Smiling, I thought,
 No time like the present.






Aristide smacked my ass again, prompting me to get moving, so I did, following his directions through his home. As promised, we passed through the older section and into the new, a distinct transition. Soft, recessed lighting replaced the flickering candles; white, creamy carpeting lined the floors; fresh flowers in tall vases lent the rooms a delightfully subtle aroma.






Finally we reached what Aristide claimed was a dungeon, though I barely recognized it as one. “I have a more traditional torture chamber back in the other wing, but I’m sure you’ve seen your fair share of those.”






I blushed, but he was right. “Maybe,” I said coyly.






He grinned, shaking his head slightly. “This one I wanted to be a place where nothing distracted my subject from the moment. That is why everything not in use is kept out of sight. Colette, full display.”






As soon as he gave the command, the black and white panels that made up the walls of the room began to swing around, like secret doors behind fireplaces in silly old movies. Twisting on a vertical access, each panel turned to reveal a brilliant collection of sex toys or a piece of dungeon equipment. I saw all manner of chains, cuffs and rope; floggers, canes and whips; and vibrators, dildos and plugs.






I spun around, taking it all in, and when I’d gone in enough circles I looked up to see that the ceiling of the room was lined with a series of mirrors. I shrieked, seeing an animated, empty suit instead of Aristide. “Oh wow.”






“Takes some getting used to,” Aristide chuckled. “But it also can be very amusing.”






“I can imagine.”






“Colette, hide all but rope.” Just as quickly, all of the walls spun around, hiding everything but a floor-to-ceiling shelf filled with coils of rope. His collection featured a variety of colors and types, and all of it was meticulously bundled and organized.






“All right, Ms. Legaspi. Are you ready to begin?”






—






I took a deep breath and nodded. Aristide selected several bundles of black rope.






“Colette, lower the ring.”






From between two of the mirrors in the ceiling a small panel opened, and out of it came a large, metal hoop connected to a chain. It continued to decline until Aristide said, “Stop.” It hung several feet above my head, but it was well within reach for Aristide. He began tying my hands behind my back, winding the black rope around my wrists and cinching the knots with expert technique.






“Sabine, do you have a favorite way of being restrained?” he asked.






“Not really,” I said, smiling. “Rope is fine, are chains are nice. Anything that can make me utterly helpless. The tighter the better.”






“Wait until you are no longer a frail human. You’ll learn a new definition of tight.”






I shivered in excitement; the rope binding my wrists, and now my upper arms, had a grip like steel. Imagining how much harder it could be sent a fresh surge of warmth to my core.






“On a scale from one to ten, how would this rate for you?” he asked.






“Eight, sir,” I said truthfully. I’d been tied harder, but that had also been by somebody familiar with my tolerance for pain.






“I’m giving you what I consider a two right now. Just you wait and see.”






I moaned as I imagined how incredible that would feel, then yelped as Aristide suddenly pulled a length of rope attached to my wrists up through my legs. Instinctively I lifted up on my toes, but I felt a lingering weakness in them that wouldn’t allow me to stay up for very long. The rope dug deep into my folds, rubbing against my sensitive clit. The pain was sharp, but exquisite, and I watched with my jaw hanging open as Aristide tied the rope into the metal hoop hanging from the ceiling.






“How’s that feel?” he asked.






Closing my eyes to focus on the sensation between my legs, I choked out, “Amazing.” I’d enjoyed having my crotch roped and chained plenty of times; I never thought I’d feel it again.






“Colette, floggers.”






When the appropriate panel flipped open, revealing a rack of toys hanging from pegs, Aristide selected a flogger with a black, leather grip and lashes of red and black suede. I thought of his massively muscular arms, and the inhuman strength I knew a creature like him must possess, and translated that into just how powerfully he could swing a flogger.






As if reading my mind, he said, “Yes, I have to be quite careful when punishing an ordinary human.”






“I’m no ordinary human,” I replied.






He grinned. “No, of course not. But I’m going to have to take care all the same. Now watch those hands of yours.”






I closed my fingers into tight fists, then felt the slap of that flogger against my backside. I screamed at the sudden pain. Aristide hadn’t been kidding; he hit hard! As much as I hated to think back to the night of the accident, I recalled begging Corbin to spank me harder; I could tell with my new master this would not be an issue.






I jerked and twisted instinctively, as if I could somehow get out of the way of the flogging, but Aristide’s rope work kept me in place. I moaned as each fresh smack punished my bottom. Staying on my toes, I thrust my hips against the rope in my tormented pussy, stimulating myself while enduring Aristide’s punishment. Every second was pure bliss. I could feel the welts growing, and the heat radiating off my skin. The burn and tingle I used to savor so often were back, and the thought of losing them was unbearable.






When my ass felt thoroughly punished, Aristide spun me around and softly grazed my breasts with the flogger. He slipped the toy between his body and shoulder, then started to massage my chest. “That was quite a flogging you took.”






“Yes, sir,” I mumbled, overwhelmed by the pleasure erupting from my breasts.






“So far you are exceeding my wildest expectations, Sabine.” He slapped my breast with his hand, eliciting a short gasp from me. “Responsive and resilient, the perfect combination. You’re even more fascinating than I’d ever hoped.”






“I could say the same about you..”






Aristide grinned, then took a step back so he could swing the flogger and swat my chest. I howled, shaking from the new source of pain. When I recovered, I stared back at Aristide hungrily.






“You don’t scare easily, do you?”






“I’m here, aren’t I?”






“I like your enthusiasm, Sabine. But let’s see how you express it without words. Colette, gags.”






No less than three shelves flipped around, presenting an exhaustive selection of gags in a variety of styles and colors.






“Hold this,” he said, sticking the handle of the flogger in my mouth. I grunted angrily but bit down on it. Aristide then perused his collection, conspicuously taking his time to make a selection. I moaned impatiently. “What? Have you somewhere else to be?”






I chuckled; he had a point. Finally Aristide chose a gag, a black panel with a large ball insert. He took back his flogger, then gagged me, fastening its facial straps and its buckle behind my neck. The panel itself was so large it covered up to my cheekbones, and I could hardly imagine making a noise loud enough to pass through the gag.






Once the piece was secure, Aristide toyed with the rope running through my crotch, tugging at it and massaging my tormented flesh. “Still having fun?” he asked.






I nodded. As much as I’d enjoyed my play with other partners, I’d had so much trouble finding a man who wanted to do such things to me. I had to beg them to go along with my unusual requests, and then when they did agree, I’d have to guide them through the entire experience. It was hard to feel dominated if I had to give instructions. Aristide, however, knew exactly what he wanted to do, and then went ahead and did it. I loved that he had the combination of knowledge and desire to satisfy my needs while also indulging his own.






When Aristide resumed the flogging, this time targeting my breasts, I wailed in delight. He delivered a skilled volley with a figure-eight pattern of swinging, alternating between each side and gradually increasing the amount of force and the speed of the barrage. As the intensity increased, my core ached for release, juices dripping down my thighs as I remembered just how extraordinary I could feel being dominated.






Furthermore, every impact of the flogger against my chest further cemented my conviction that taking Aristide up on his offer was the right decision. An existence without this kind of pleasure was not one I wished to continue. All the things I would miss about my past life were things I would not expect to ever have again anyway.






My chest took on a bright pink hue by the time the punishment ended. I gazed at Aristide, who looked back at me, deciding on whether he should reward my suffering.






“Colette, raise the hoop an inch.”






I screamed as the command was carried out, lifting me up by my crotch even further. Yet, barely any of that sound made it to my own ears.






“Oh, don’t worry, Sabine. I heard you loud and clear.”






In a flurry of motion so quick I could barely follow, Aristide untied the rope, letting me down. I heaved a sigh of relief, and then before I could react the vampire spun me around and bent me over. I heard the unzipping of pants and then felt his hand massaging my tender entrance. I groaned and shook, desperate for release.






Aristide leaned into my body, bringing his mouth to my ear. Into it he whispered, “Sabine, I’m very happy to report that you’ve passed my final test. Care to celebrate?”






“Mmm!” I mumbled, nodding.






He laughed, then gave my bottom a fresh smack. “Thought you might.”






As he said it he drove his cock deep into my eager chasm. I hadn’t seen his member before, but it felt impossibly massive as it entered me. I shuddered with glee, enjoying the feeling of being spread apart and drilled. Aristide worked his way in slowly, but my arousal made his penetration perfectly smooth. Once he had driven his way in fully he began to thrust, his rhythm slow but gradually increasing. I moaned with each drive, tears of joy escaping.






“Now imagine…” he said, pausing after every sentence to launch a series of thrusts, “If you had just fed. Your perception heightened, your arousal stoked and your stamina would be far beyond that of a human’s. This is the kind of ecstasy that you will enjoy when you’re with me.”






I screamed, wanting it like nothing I’d ever wanted in my entire life.






“There’s one… last… thing,” he said, winding down his movement until he stopped completely. I wailed, not having reached orgasm. “If you become mine, you will not climax every day, a dozen times a day, like some kind of out-of-control hedonist. You will learn the value of restraint, both physically and mentally. Your nights of pleasure will be earned. Do you understand?”






I nodded.






“Good. Like water to someone dying of thirst, it is deprivation that makes known something’s true value. I believe you’ve already learned quite a bit on this subject, but a true master never stops learning.”






I nodded again, eager to be taught.






“Excellent. Now I believe you know how the rest works: you can come when I say so, and not before.”






“Mmm.”






Aristide spanked my ass hard, three times, then drove his cock deep into my drenched chasm. Pleasure exploded in my mind as he pounded harder and harder, and quickly I was moaning for permission to climax.






“Not yet, Sabine.”






Grunting in frustration and desperation, I struggled to hold off the coming eruption. Aristide’s untiring action made the task nearly impossible, and soon I was wailing constantly from the effort.






Finally he said, “All right, you can come.” As soon as he did he began thrusting faster than anything I’d ever felt in my life. I’d used machines that could drive a dildo so fast you thought the machine would burst into flames, and Aristide was still faster and harder. My synapses fried from the deluge of sensation emanating from my core. I came with explosive force, screaming so loud the noise made my ears ring, even through the gag.






Any idea of thought and consciousness was obliterated by the inhuman bliss boiling within me. My first orgasm came and went, but within seemingly seconds I was ready for another, and Aristide showed no signs of slowing down. As he thrust he occasionally spanked my ass, and when it was good and red again, he grabbed my chest and pinched my nipples savagely. I thrashed in my bonds but the rope didn’t budge at all.






When Aristide came, I felt the lurch of his seed burst inside as the vampire let out a bellow that shook the room. I barely heard it, I was so lost in subspace. I couldn’t count how many times I’d come, and I would have fallen if Aristide hadn’t slung me over his shoulder like a sack of flour and carried me out of the dungeon. I wondered where we were going, but since I was still gagged I figured I would just wait and see.






“We only have a couple more hours before we have to wrap things up,” said Aristide. “But I thought we may as well make the most of them.”






He turned and kissed my neck as my knees bounced against his back. I wondered how much longer the effects of his blood would last, or if he’d have me drink more before… what? I needed to die for this to work. Does that mean he was going to kill me? As much as I wanted what would come next, I couldn’t pretend that the idea didn’t unnerve me.






“You know while we were back there I was watching us in the mirrors in the ceiling. Or, more accurately, I was watching you. The way you were reacting; without me appearing there, it looked as though you were taken by a force of nature. It made me feel very good, so I wanted to thank you for that. It made me feel quite young. For a vampire my age, that isn’t easy.”






If Aristide was intentionally being vague about his age, the game was working. How old could he really be?






At last he brought me back to the old half of his home, which I assumed had to be a mansion, based on how large it seemed. “I’ve never been able to truly decide which I liked more: the old ways or the new. Each have their own charm. I wonder which will be your favorite.”






This was a good question, and I had no doubt Aristide’s difficulty in deciding would soon become my own. The technological play room he’d devised was wonderfully efficient and effective at delivering on its purpose. But, there was something to be said for having fun the old fashioned way.






Aristide set me down in his other dungeon and waited until I’d found my balance. My knees still wobbled slightly, and my core throbbed from our previous session.






“Sabine, I think it’s time I do something that you have never seen before. I’m not going to lie: this is going to be frightening.






From the wall, the vampire retrieved a full-length sword. He swung it around in a one-handed grip, and I could hear it
 swoosh
 as it split the air.






He took a position behind me and said, “All right. Now hold still. You trust me, right?”






Oh god.
 I nodded.






—






I heard the sound of the blade being swung and then it was over: the ropes binding my arms split apart, freeing my limbs, and Aristide set the sword back in the scabbard mounted on the wall. I took a deep breath, then laughed. Of all the many death-defying stunts I’d attempted, none had ever included a sword.






“Remove your gag, Sabine,” he said.






I did as instructed, finding the buckles by touch and unfastening them. I moaned as the gag came out of my mouth, testing my jaw. Finally I said, “That was incredible.”






“That was nothing.” Aristide walked me over to a tall bench and bent my upper body over it. At the end of the beam was a pair of heavy metal cuffs, which he locked my wrists into. At the base of the bench were matching cuffs for my ankles, and Aristide locked those as well, immobilizing me once again.






“Tell me, Sabine: do you think that your accident was simply an accident, or do you think you may have taken one risk too many that time?”






“Why do you want to know?” I snapped. In truth, I’d thought about the matter quite a bit during my hospitalization. However, I’d never appreciated being asked by the doctors who saw me; my friends hadn’t asked, but I could hear it unspoken in the way they carefully avoided saying anything that could be construed as asking.






Most of all, I felt the matter as a presence, like a wraith, whenever Corbin came to visit. He seemed torn about his own culpability. Should he have declined to continue, or to even attempt the game at all? Did my spurring him on absolve him of guilt? I’d told him this was my fault, and I meant it, but that wouldn’t stop him from questioning himself.






“I’d just like to know,” said Aristide. “You were never one to shy from danger, but I question whether you had always been 100 percent safe in your stunts, or if you hadn’t, and this was how the odds finally caught up with you.”






I sighed as I felt his fingers tracing their way up my back. “Somewhere in between, maybe. The game was safe, up to a point. But my need was too intense, and the I lost control.”






“It’s understandable. The longer I’ve lived, Sabine, the more thankful I’ve become for the resilience of my kind. The frailty of human life is a sad reality I will be pleased to free you from.”






“Thank you, Aristide.”






He kissed my cheek. “You’re very welcome. Believe me, the reward will be all mine.”






Not if you can fuck me like that
, I thought, savoring the tingling in my core.






“Of course, one problem with the kind of ecstasy we will enjoy is that it gets addictive. As you know, for people with our needs, getting off requires regular increases in intensity. It will be my goal to keep you balanced. I cannot have you constantly pushing for greater and greater thrills; but at the same time, I want you to enjoy new, impossible pleasures. It will be my job to push the envelope while also keeping you grounded. It’s a challenge I look forward to.”






“Me too, sir,” I said.






“That also means I will expand your threshold for pain, but not so much that you become desensitized. For instance…” He retrieved a large, black plug from a rack of toys, and also picked out a bottle of lube. “I expect this will hurt, but not more than you can take. Am I correct?”






I shivered as I watched Aristide coat the toy in lube, making sure the entire surface glistened. “You are, sir.” I loved having my back entranced stuffed; the combination of pain and pleasure drove me wild.






“Good.” He poured some of the lube directly into my cheeks and rubbed all over, making sure to get it into my tender bud. “Ready, my pet?”






My pet.
 I loved it. “Yes, sir.”






He worked the plug into my rear entrance slowly, enjoying my pained gasps and whines as he plunged it progressively deeper. Allowing me time to adjust to the new penetration took time, but when the plug finally penetrated past its widest point, it sank into me, stopping only when the flared base prevented it from going further. I moaned as the toy filled me, feeling far larger than it looked.






“Very good, Sabine. I wish you could see how this looked,” said Aristide.






In my head I could picture it, my ass sticking out from my bent position. Due to the width of the bench, my legs were spread, revealing my sopping pussy. I knew it must look cruelly inviting.






At last. Aristide stepped to the other end of the bench; standing in front of me, I got my first sight of his cock. Rigid and massive, it looked as impressive as it had felt. “Sabine, do you enjoy serving your master?”






I shuddered and closed my eyes. “Yes, sir. It makes me very hot.”






He stepped forward, placing his rod to my lips. “Show me.”






I opened my mouth and stuck out my tongue so I could lick his tip. I looked up into his eyes as I licked furiously, causing his shaft to get even harder. He jerked in bliss as I worked, and I drank in the taste of his skin. Unlike the rest of his body, his shaft was as hot as any man’s, and felt glorious inside my mouth. When I took in the length of him, I felt it deep in my throat.






As I worked, I wondered about Aristide. When he came to me, had he known how much I loved serving a man with my mouth? Did he know I’d practiced enough to take even the most gigantic members without gagging? Or was this a happy discovery lifting him to euphoria? He groaned as I worked; though I hadn’t used it in many weeks, my technique returned to me immediately, as if no time had passed at all. I smiled as I sucked, sealing my lips around his majestic member. I loved every second I served Aristide, and after he came, spraying his seed across my face, I thanked him.






Laughing, he kissed my forehead. “That is perfect. A pet who thanks me for the chance to serve. I think the two of us are going to have a great deal of fun, Sabine.”






“Yes, sir,” I said, unable to keep a smile off my face. “I think so too.”






“Excellent. Now, it’s time for you to have a proper taste of the bliss that lies in store, and then it will be time to go.”






“Yes, sir.”






I felt his hands on my back, and then around my chest, fondling my breasts. I sighed as he squeezed my nipples, then slipped his cock back into my aching core. Though he pressed his way in slowly, I was eager to have him inside, where I could feel his rigid shaft against the toy still lodged in my back entrance. The sensation of having both in me at once was almost too much to handle, but I knew we were just getting started.






Once he brought his full length to bear inside me, I waited for him to begin thrusting the way he had before, more powerfully than a machine. Instead, he went slowly, building at a frustratingly gradual pace. “Remember, Sabine: since you are not gagged this time, it is your responsibility to ask permission to come.”






“Yes, sir,” I said.






“It’s not going to be easy, though, so I won’t punish you too harshly if you fail.”






“Thank you, sir,” I replied, though I doubted I would have too much trouble at that rate. I figured he was going to spring something on me, and it didn’t take long to find out. He leaned over, placing his cool body against mine, and kissed the back of my neck.






After a moment, I heard the click of his fangs, then felt his bite. Immediately I screamed, not from pain or fear, but from carnal ecstasy. His bite must have released some kind of potent narcotic, because it was intensifying every sensation in my whole body.






Aristide drank leisurely but, with his fangs still in me, he started hammering my drenched pussy with his throbbing cock. I screamed, begging, “Can I come can I come can I come?”






“Not yet,” he replied, spanking my ass hard. He put his lips back to my neck and a fresh rush of transcendent euphoria gripped me. I whined and moaned and whined some more, trying to hold back the orgasm pent up within, desperate for release.






“Please, sir!” I screamed.






“Mmm, not… yet.” He moved so fast I could hardly tell where one thrust began and another ended, his motion becoming akin to that of a vibrator’s, only a hundred times more potent.






All I could do was hold back the pressure and pray Aristide granted me mercy. He groaned happily as he pounded; unlike with a normal man, it was impossible to tell how close he was to reaching his climax, or how much stamina he had left. I thought of the possibility that he had an unlimited amount of energy, but this was a mistake, as it sent my arousal through the roof and then I could no longer prevent the surge of ecstasy that passed through me.






I screamed as I came, an ear-splitting call that emptied my lungs. When I finished shrieking, Aristide jammed his punctured wrist into my mouth. “Drink,” he said, then resumed his own sucking. “You didn’t ask permission, but I’ll punish you for that later.”






Thirsting greatly and no longer caring if what I drank was water or blood, I did as told and lapped up his blood, taking in as much as I could until I could feel myself losing consciousness. Was the extraordinary bliss overwhelming my mind and body, or was Aristide drinking too deeply? I fought to drink more from him, as if his blood could replace my own, but then he pulled his wrist away from my mouth.






I cried out in fear and frustration, still fully bound to the bench, and felt a sharp slap on my ass. I wanted to fight to stay present in the moment, but the bliss was too powerful to resist.






Aristide whispered into my ear, “Have a good night, Sabine. I look forward to our next meeting.” Then my strength ran out, and the world faded away.






—






I woke to cold and darkness. My eyes shot open and I gasped. My hands rose but quickly ran into something hard. I was lying on my back, but when I tried to get up my head ran into something. I cursed and rubbed my forehead.






Then I realized that wherever I was, I could still move. I wasn’t paralyzed. I reached down to my crotch and felt around to see if I was still sore from Aristide, but I wasn’t. In fact, I felt no trace of our activities, and realized some time must have passed since then. Furthermore, I felt a soft, smooth fabric covering me. I ran my hand around it and found it ended at my bust, leaving my shoulders bare.






A dress?






And then it hit me: it was my nicest, favorite red dress. They’d buried me in it!






For a moment I nearly panicked, but then I realized: it worked. Whatever Aristide did, I was alive, and everyone else thought I was dead. The only question was, how long would I have to wait before they came to dig me out of my own grave?






Smiling to myself, I realized that it didn’t matter. I hiked up my dress and felt my already damp orifice.






Take your time, Aristide
, I thought.
 I’m not going anywhere.
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Rebecca watched him bare his chest, a sight that always took her breath away. In response, she pulled her dress over her head and flung it aside. She knew she wouldn’t be putting it back on for some time.






“Very nice,” Harry said, taking in her figure. The barely-there panties and bra she wore were tight and uncomfortable, but they had the desired effect: Rebecca could distinguish the unmistakable bulge pushing Harry’s pants out from the inside. “Now take those off and put your hands behind your back,” he commanded.






“Yes, sir,” she said. She knew Harry enjoyed her total submission, and he knew that he had it, always, when she was in his presence — but it never hurt to remind him.






As soon as she’d removed the last of her clothes and positioned her hands together behind her back, Harry got to work: he tied her wrists together, then bound her arms above and below the elbow. The ties were stringent, and caused Rebecca to start sweating, but the feeling set fire to her core. She was already aching for him to take her and give her release, but she knew to be patient, as his work was far from complete.






“Since you like the rope so much, I decided to use as much as possible,” Harry said as he wrapped the cords around her waist, securing her arms against her back.






“Thank you, sir.”






Harry often made a joke about how much she loved rope: he was a master inventor of all things kinky, yet it was the simplest bondage tool that drove her wild. She wasn’t sure why rope was such a turn on compared to chains or shackles or duct tape: she enjoyed them all, but rope was different. Rebecca supposed her preference may have something to do with the need for expertise. Not just anybody could tie you up with rope: they had to know what they were doing. Harry, of course, was as adept at rope work as he was at carpentry, metalworking and electrical engineering, meaning he was an expert.






Usually Rebecca was just happy to be tied to the bed with rope, which required very little skill or creativity, but when Harry decided to challenge her with a difficult tie, he had no equal.






“You’re welcome,” he said as he tied her breasts. He wound the rope around her torso above, below and between her firm breasts, then made several tight loops rope around them. Looking down at them, she was impressed by how they looked, and the way the rope squeezed them gave her a constant sensation that added an urgency to her arousal. She began to fidget, desperate for Harry to notice.






“Not yet, dear,” he said, understanding her need. “Be patient. Now, please lie down.”






Rebecca did as she was asked and hopped onto the bed. She spread her legs, as if presenting her wet pussy could tempt Harry to ditch the rest of his plan and take her immediately. Instead, he folded her legs at the knees so that they rested against her thighs, then tied both of them off. She was now hogtied, effectively immobilized. All she could do was spread and close her legs, but she had was keeping them spread, making sure she would be accessible to Harry as soon as his arousal caught up to her’s.






However, he still wasn’t finished. He took a moment to enjoy his handiwork, sitting on the bed next to her and dipping a finger into her warm crevice. Rebecca moaned with delight as he did so, but before she could really get excited he withdrew the finger.






“I’m flattered,” he said, showing her the shine left by her juices. “As always. Now, let’s get you in position.”






Harry took several more lengths of rope and looped them around her body in three different locations: below her breasts, at her waist and across her thighs. Though she was already thoroughly bound, Rebecca knew exactly what they were for. As soon as they were ready, Harry tied a long length of rope to each loop and secured them to the hooks hanging from the ceiling. He also attached the knots at her wrists and arms, and when he’d tested each of the knots and knew they were secure, he began pulling on one of the hanging chains…









For Further Reading: Sansa Rayne





[image: Sansa Rayne]






Do you like to read full-length, dark romance stories with steamy BDSM? Then check out the work of Sansa Rayne, the dark romance pen name for Sasha Rich! Her first novel, “Good Sick: A Dark Psychological Romance,”
 is now available! Read on for a preview!





Mason carried me through the door and waited for his eyes adjust to the low light before setting me down on the bed. Once I was comfortable, he flicked the lights on and shut the door behind him, pushing it slowly so that I could see it closing.






He reached into his pouch again and pulled out a second pair of handcuffs and a small, metal key. He picked up my wrists and unlocked one of the cuffs, then reconnected the lock around the metal bar of my bed’s headboard. He set the key down on top of my nightstand, a stubby, wooden box that was barely big enough for an alarm clock and my phone.






My heart raced as I tugged against the cuff, but to no avail. Mason smiled devilishly as he fixed my other hand using the second set of cuffs, leaving my arms totally bound and spread. I’d been tied up before, but never like this; not naked, resting on an otherwise comfortable bed.






Any last remaining doubts I had about doing this disappeared when Mason pulled his tank top off over his head. His body could have been carved out of wood. After living on a farm for years, I’d seen men with all kinds of cut physiques, but they didn’t have Mason’s looks. He unbuckled his belt, and his pants fell to the floor; as he kicked them aside, I saw his tight, black underpants and the tent formed within. I blanched, realizing how big his manhood must be.
 Is this going to hurt?
 I thought. Then I felt silly, though, because of course it would. Then again, I liked things that hurt, so how bad could this be?






“Having any impure thoughts now?” he asked.






I nodded, barely able to speak, I was so excited.






“You’re very beautiful, Abigail,” he said, climbing onto the bed, and me. “Especially when you’re in bondage. I think I should keep you like this all… night… long.” He planted kisses on my breasts between words, and I gasped at the warm touch. My toes curled as he kissed up and down my neck, reaching my lips. As we kissed I felt his fingers sliding down my stomach, probing their way lower and lower until they reached my wet orifice. I shuddered as he made contact, massaging me until I couldn’t stop moaning. He laughed softly, kissing my cheek as my howls reverberated through the room.






When he stopped touching me there with his hands, I thrashed angrily, not wanting him to stop. In response, I felt a pinch on my nipple, as Mason squeezed it tightly. I shrieked, but settled down.






“I expect you to behave,” said Mason.






“I will! I promise!” Could he tell that I’d agree to anything he said while my nipples were being tortured? It hurt so much, but I would do whatever he wanted as long as he didn’t let go.






“You’re going to tell me what you like, and what you don’t.”






“Okay,” I agreed, though he must have been able to tell on his own.






“You know the difference between good pain and bad pain?”






I shook my head. I thought all of it was bad… and good.






“Good pain is the kind that I control, the kind I cause. Bad pain is unintended. You’ll know it when you feel it. I want you to tell me immediately if there’s any bad pain.”






“I will, thanks.”






I felt a smack against the side of my ass. I sighed, letting the air escape my lungs like I’d taken a satisfying first drag from a cigarette.






“Don’t forget, Abigail: I intend to cause you pain. If you’re mine, you’re going to suffer. But if you didn’t enjoy a little suffering, we wouldn’t be here now, would we?”






“No, sir,” I said…
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